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“More, give give now more” 

"your eminence my servitude is to you oh glorious Nepih but sir begging 
your pardon my one job is to say no to you right now" 

"I WANT MORE!!!!!!!!!!!!" 

the servant grabbed the pile of kwak and deftly snatched the tube from 
Nepih's one gigantic nostril 

Nepih swung to hit his servant girl missing by a long shot falling on the 
floor in one glorious tumble to the delight of those watching; the servant 
scurried toward the door but Nepih was not through with his servant bitch 
girl yet, he grabbed the table cloth yanking it toward him; the Plates of 
Nepih fell to the water from the boat they were on, he grabbed the 
cutlery throwing one knife right through the air; it pierced into the side of 
the serving girl, she gasped 

Nepih picked up the other one and walked on down the hall to where 
she fell; he then implanted it squarely into the back of her skull, blood 
spurted over the court and several onlookers gasped in dismay; this was 
no time to be playing games, Nepih was mad 

the Albertan walked in, his real name was Larry but people nowadays just 
called him the Albertan or Al for short; as he waltzed in he was not 
expecting to see a silent court in a state of shock and awe as Nepih 
pulled his steak knife out of his adopted daughter; there would be some 
explaining to do later 
“sir” 

"Yes Larry what is it now" 

"we received a transmission" 

"Yes Larry what is it" 

"it's from the planet with the diamond mines you selected last week the 
ones which we need for the transwarp core” 

“Yes what” 

"the probes have now identified it as a class Two Xenubic planet" 
"RRRRRRRHHHHHH why of all days did this” 

"sir I regret to inform you that there's more bad news" 

"Let's have it" 




"Enik's already been there" 

"RRRRRRRHHHHHH" 

"sir, oh glorious Nepih begging your pardon your highnessfulness all is not 
lost remember what I told you of my friend the Diocletian?" 

Nepih paid him no attention he bellowed long and loudly at his audience; 
Nepih grabbed the knife dislodged from the servant and threw it; the 
crowd at court dove down, huddled together and scurried single file out of 
the cafeteria; only Nepih and the Albertan were left 
"Do you think your friend Cara can still track him down" 

"I would trust my life with her” 

"Do you think your friend Cara can still track him down" 

"it's a certainty if he can be found Cara can find him, she's the best, no 

competition" 

"Do you think your friend Cara can still track him down" 

"maybe no one has seen the Diocletian for a long time but it's more than 

probable" 

“Do you think your friend Cara can track him down” 

“maybe 50-50, but his software his the best sir it will yield enough 
biopower to compete, you won't match Enik, but ten million is ten million, 
even though they are outer rim" 

"And this ten million you say will provide us the fuel we need to extract 
the narrative?" 

"you can bet on it" 

"Ok get the Diocletian here on facetime pronto, when do we arrive at the 
Xenubic planet?" 

"2 weeks" 

"Alright, let me know when we are there for now I'll trod down to my 
ready room, one more thing, what do they call this planet?" 

"Earth" 

"The Albertan that will be all" 

"sir it is my pleasure to serve you" 


Al walked from the hall to the newly constructed bridge where Nepih sat 
in the captain's chair, Al had some more bad news for his heimarmenous; 



he hadn't delivered the Diocletian hacked warez, he wasn’t willing to part 
with his software; but rather he offered only a trial version, whose console- 
cowboy warez Nepih could unit test and find out if it was the kind of 
industrial strength military-grade cracker-jack ice he was willing to pay 
megabucks for. A trial version was extremely limited; in both its social 
algorithmic abilities, scanning consciousness modes, and rapid prototyping 
"sir we found the Diocletian" 

The Lord of Hosts said to his servant "I told you to bring him here on 
facetime" 

"your hostfulness, he’s not on facetime, he’s dark to the panopticon" 
"RRRRRHHH" Nepih lunged around for something; you didn't want to be 
around him when he was mad 
"Did you get the spindella warez" 

"sort of" 

"Why do I not like where this is going?" 

"we got a trial from him but not the full version" 

"RRRRRHHHH" 

"sir it still has many of the original functions, but it is in a dumbed down 
version” 

"RRRRRHHHH" 

"he says he'll only sell the full software on a condition" 

"Tell him I'll marry him to one of your granddaughters" 

"sir he says he wants a starship" 

"And if I say I don't have one to give" 

Al remained silent 

"And if I say I don't have one to give" 

"he said you could give Enik Sirius B" 

"RRRRRHHHHH mother fudder is signing his death warrant" 

"yes, of course sir, we know where he's located; he’s on Cassiopeia, 
however, he's protected by the Emperor of the Orion Arm group and 
remember our pact with those 7th-density Law of One Raelians? You can’t 
screw with" 

"RRRRRRRRRHHHHHH" 

"sir I have an idea let's run the software, see how it fails and then learn 
from it" 



"If we fail we could tarnish my name throughout the galaxy; I’ll become 
the butt end of every joke from Dungus Orient to Mongo-42" 

"no sir with this software we don't have to say it's you, we can always 
just hint" 

"Hmmm. I’m not liking this planet-alteration-plan, how much would it cost 
us to just brute force the situation? You say these are Enik's people?" 
"some sir, but only its implanted hierarchy; they are apparently being run 
by an Enik-created social memory complex, some brotherhood of Babylon" 
"Go on" 

"the trance spell won't work on any of them, sir, they are wired up by 
vril serpents they have created some cult or other named Kundalini, have 
you heard of that one sir?” 

"no, don’t remind me how Enik jerseyphucks those swinediggers, we don't 
need their hierarchy, we need street scum” 

"I am aware of that my Lord, the Diocletian's software will not be good 
enough to wipe out Enik’s Babylon brotherhood, but it will get us a dozen 
or so million hosts to add to sykorb" 

"OK draw me up the plan I'm now authorizing our arrival at Earth 
tomorrow or the next" 


"sir we have now arrived at the Xenubic planet" 

"Just call it Earth from now on Al" 

"yes sir, we are here” 

Al unbuckled his seat belt and added "remember sir this planet is third- 
density, so they are still locked down in presentist time" 

"Got it" 

"sir the scans of the planet are complete, they indeed do hold plenty 
karakov diamonds, but sir we have a problem they are so far deep past 
the planet crust no mining will be capable for hundreds of third density 
years the soonest we could pick is stardate 822" 

"RRRRRRRHHHH do our reserves last that long" 

"sir this is still ok according to the plan we unleash the virus now and 
then when we come back they'll be ready to harvest it for us, the 



software has a module specifically designed for this situation, hey lieutenant 
what do they call it" 

"they call it religion sir" 

"no not religion, what do they call the module for the reaping of the 
harvest" 

"rapture" 

"yes that was it rapture, sir they call it rapture” 

“Why leave with such little margin of error, I don’t want to be 
snaggenforkeled” 

"we have another issue sir, to have this literaturized the message has to 
be long, but not too long, as I told you it only produces several hundred 
8 and a half by eleven pages but if people are going to be prepared to 
devote their lives to spreading our message” 

“Go on” 

“yes sir, I believe that I may have come up with a solution, it is a 
bizarre solution, but I think it might work, at least as well as the messy 
rehack" 

"Ok we're at Earth. We’re here. Let's hear it; now or never, I want to 
leave this planet ASAP" 

"remember the Palanriya" 

"That obsidian magic stone set we got from Humperticky and sold to 
Nekokasistanikka last month?" 

"no he didn't attend the ceremony he was diverted because of that 
Cassiopean war crime he was involved in, remember his landing maneuver 
at the battle of Benat? And its following secrecy? The Nekokas weren't 
allowed into the spaceling territory" 

"It rings a bell so are you saying we still have the stones?" 

"indeed now the harder question is who we pair it with" 

"Who cares? One stone to our stooge man, just sew the thing right into 
his body so he doesn't know that it is there, drop the other one a few 
thousand years before through a parallel gate opening a stubbed lineage 
from whatever supposed holy land Enik dropped his bomb on" 

And so it was, and it was good. Starship Nepih used their rwand ray to 
open up a stub straight through third-density, Nepih decided to send a 
servant down to teach the semitics how to use the device to output 



English sentences; the Lamarytes were apparently more than happy to 
communicate their messy cosmogony to whoever would listen; now came 
the task of choosing his sought-after saviour of justice 

"Larry you are a moron be sure to code that into the tale" 

"you want them to know I am a moron?" 

"And tell them they are all a bunch of morons. What's the name of the 
story?" 

"from the heaven to the earth came" 

"No no, it has to have a simple title something catchy like the book of 
morons" 

"sir, you want it to be called the book of morons" 

"Something like that, what's the name of the saviour again?" 

"Joseph" 

"Joseph, that doesn't sound right, it needs some catchy name which 
suckers people in, Larry what was the name of Enik's guy?" 

"Jesus Christ, previously Eleazar" 

“Yes, I have heard of him. He used the same sucker setup on New Cali 
didn’t he?” 

“it’s an older system but it checks out” 

"So you're gonna call him Joseph Christ, Lord of Morons?" 

"Sir, I think that would be just a bit too reckless, we should just call him 
Christ the Lord” 

"Don’t they already have something like that?" 

"no sir, do not worry about any overlap, these creatures are super 
malleable they have not even implemented standard gel protection on 
temporality” 

“Are you saying they are still flatlanded?” 

“yes, sir, as I told you, third density, you can float right through them like 
a hot knife through I can’t believe it’s not butter, we can insert anything 
in at will, when we return our existing followers will each be bugged by a 
sentinel” 

“Alright, I’m starting to like the sound of this” 

“but Nepih your electrified glorious lordfulshipness what would you like 
Joseph's last name to be?" 



"I don't know something simple, just pick the most common last name and 
go with it" 

"alright sir the software has been loaded in general, you tell me when" 
"Wait before we do this, can someone tell me why we can't just blow 
half the planet off with the big laser and take the diamonds ourselves 
now" 

"sir Enik will be super pissed, remember those economic treaties we 
signed so we get Lacerta with total coverage, Enik was a major player in 
those descartations" 

"RRRRRRRRRRRHHHHHHHHHHHHH" 

"i'm gonna hit send, do I have your permission" 

“Fine, yes, but I’ll tell you, if this moronic conjob-psychosis-splurge hasn’t 
resulted by the time we get back, I’m blowing half their planet off to get 
those diamonds” 

“as you wish sir” 



